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mutilated remains, of the Grassleyes estate. We
were wondering who could have cut out some of its
pages, Mr. Spenser/'
Spenser literally threw himself at the desk. One
hand reached the ledger, the other sent Suresne
sprawling to the floor.
"You devils, all of you!" he shouted. "So that's
what you've been up to. My God!"
He met the full force of Granet's fist on the
point of the jaw and reeled backwards. He stood
for a moment panting. Granet motioned Jane out
of the way. He faced Spenser.
"Look here," he began, "if you want trou-
ble . . ."
Spenser lowered his head and rushed forward.
Once more he almost reached the ledger, when he
felt Granet's arm around his neck. The struggle
was a matter of seconds. Spenser was swung around
and fell heavily, this time to lie motionless on the
carpet. Granet stood over him watching.
"Clunderson," he directed, "take Jane away and
take the ledger with you. There won't be any more
trouble here just yet"